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largest man he had ever seen, with a red unshaven
scowling face, a chest covered with black hair, and
very unclean hands whose dirt stood out clearly
against the bright whiteness of his thighs. This
strange giant was speaking to young Aldridge in no
uncertain words. * I'll break your blasted neck if
you say a word------'

Then, to Timothy's astonishment, he proceeded
to cover his nakedness with young Aldridge's cos-
tume, which was sack-like in shape, dark red in
colour. The fierce face, the bare hairy legs, the
great breadth of shoulder, all helped to make of
Tom Caul a far finer native Briton than Aldridge
would have made. His costume adjusted, he laughed,
gave Aldridge a push that sent him reeling to the
side of the tent. Then he saw Timothy.

' What the hell are you staring at?' Then his
good-nature (for he was often good-natured) had the
better of him and he caught Timothy Broad up,
lifted him on to his shoulder and strode out, shouting
as he went.

The fact was that he was pretty drunk during the
whole of that week, which made it afterwards difficult
for him to give an accurate account of his own
behaviour. But, like many men who are drunk more
often than sober, he was well able to look after him-
self in either state. But he was reckless. He didn't
care a damn what happened. He'd set fire to the
Cathedral for tuppence. When the crowd rushed
into the arena to welcome the Pope he still carried
young Timothy on his shoulder. He was shouting
and waving his free arm.

* You'll have to let me go/ Timothy whispered
in his ear. * I have to speak/